H.  R.  H.,  the  Late  Duke  of  Kent. 
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TAKE    THE 


Dominion  Htlanttc 

TRailwa\>  Steamships 

PRINCE  ARTHUR 

PRINCE  GEORGE 

PRINCE  EDWARD 

Leaving  Long  Wharf  (foot  of  State  Street),  Boston, 

TUESDAY  and  FRIDAY  at  4  P.  M., 

arriving  in  Yarmouth  next  morning  and  connecting  with 

the  Express  Trains  for  all  points  in  Nova  Scotia, 

Prince  Edward  Island,  Cape  Breton,  New 

Brunswick  and  Newfoundland. 


THE  DAILY  SERVICE 

will  he  commenced  about  the  end 
of  June,  and  the  .... 

Famous  "Flying  Bluenose"  Express 

will  run  in  close  connection  with  the  Steamships. 


We  are  the  only  Company  operating  our  own  service  to  and 
from  Boston,  Halifax  and  St.  John,  N.  B.  The  same  manage- 
ment feeds  you,  sleeps  you,  transports  you  to  your  destination,  looks 
after  every  detail  of  your  comfort  and  safety.  Ours  are  the  finest, 
fastest  and  the  favorite  steamers  sailing  out  of  Boston,  and  our  "  Fly- 
ing Bluenose"  trains  make  up  on  land  the  perfect  gilt-edged  service. 
Don't  you  forget  that  when  you  board  our  trains  or  steamers  we  see 
you  right  through. 


Dominion    Atlantic    Railway 

LAND  OF  EVANGELINE  ROUTE 

Boston  City  Office,  228  Washington  St. 
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4^  UST  a  century  ago,  in  the  year  1800,  a  pic- 
"♦"  turesque  little  hamlet  in  the  land  of  Acadia 
V>F  was  visited  by  a  Prince,  who  as  Commander- 
in-Chief  of  His  Majesty's  forces  in  British  North 
America,  was  journeying  from  Halifax  — the  Capi- 
tal of  the  Province  and  the  seat  of  British  Naval 
and  Military  authority  — to  Annapolis,  the  Port 
Royal  of  the  French,  and  who  did  perchance  tarry 
over  night  at  the  wayside  inn  called  the  Royal  Oak. 
The  royal  personage  to  whom  I  refer  was  none 
other  than  Prince  Edward,  Duke  of  Kent,  the 
father  of  our  beloved  sovereign,  Queen  Victoria, 
whose  life  and  reign  has  become  the  most  famous 
in  modern  history,  interwoven  as  it  is  with  the 
marvelous  growth  and  development  of  the  vast 
Empire  of  Great  Britain  and  her  Colonies.  But  to- 
my  story.  The  visit  to  which  I  refer  was  an  event 
in  the  history  of  that  quiet  Acadian  village,  until 
then  known  as  Horton  Corner,  and  in  what  more 
fitting  way  could  it  be  handed  down  to  posterity 
than  that  the  inhabitants  should  rise  as  one  man 
and  call  the  place  Kentville. 

It  is  the  shire  town  of  the  County  of  Kings  and 
headquarters  of  the  Dominion  Atlantic  Railway, 
just  in  the  centre  of  the  far-famed  garden  of  Nova 
Scotia,  the  Paradise  of  the  Continent,  70  miles  by 
rail  from  Halifax;  120  miles  from  St.  John,  N. B., 
by  rail  and  steamer,  and  5  miles  from  headwaters 
of  the  Basin  of  Minas,  from  which,  in  1755,  the 
British  transports  sailed,  deporting  from  the 
beloved  land  of  their  adoption  those  simple,  patri- 
otic, misguided  Acadian  sons  and  daughters  of  la 
belle  Prance,  whose  only  offence  was  their  blind 
and  unyielding  determination  not  to  submit  to  the 
benign  rule  of  their  conquerors,  and  whose  touch- 
ing and  pathetic  story,  so  well  portrayed  by  the 
poet  Longfellow  in  his  "Evangeline,"  will  never 
cease  to  be  told  in  prose  and  verse. 

Nevertheless,  we  cannot  overlook  the  fact  that  a 
vast  amount  of  sympathy  has  been  misplaced  and 
wasted  on  the  Acadians.  History  most  unmistak- 
ably proves  their  conduct  to  have  been  such  as  to 
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leave,  with  safety  to  themselves,  no  other  course 
open  to  the  English  than  to  deport  them.  This 
was  done,  after  repeated  warnings,  in  the  most 
humane  and  considerate  manner  possible  by  Gov- 
ernor Lawrence  of  Nova  Scotia,  assisted  by  Shirley 
and  Winslow  with  forces  from  MassachusettSo 

Moreover,  the  ceding  of  Acadia  to  England  by 
France  at  the  treaty  of  Utrecht— a  treaty  which 
neither  France,  her  subjects  in  other  parts  of 
North  America,  nor  the  Acadians  themselves,  kept 
either  in  letter  or  in  spirit ;  but  which  was,  on  the 
other  hand,  covertly  and  ruthlessly  broken,  is  over- 
shadowed by  the  more  important  fact  that  the 
country  properly  belonged  to  the  British  through 
the  inalienable  right  of  its  discovery  by  Cabot 
under  English  auspices. 

You  may  have  viewed  Niagara's  cataract,  sailed 
among  the  Thousand  Isles,  meandered  through  the 
Yellowstone  or  loitered  about  the  British  Columbia 
Rockies  and  gazed  at  their  snow  capped  peaks; 
doubtless,  too,  have  crossed  old  ocean  and  feasted 
your  soul  on  the  innumerable  scenes  of  natural  and 
classic  beauty  to  be  found  from  the  Emerald  Isle 
to  the  Dardanelles,  but  here  in  this  "  Evangeline 
Land,"  a  strip  of  country  a  little  over  100  miles  in 
length  extending  from  Windsor  (Piziquid)  on  the 
Avon,  its  eastern  bound,  to  Digby  at  the  mouth  of 
Digby  Basin,  its  western  limit,  are  skies  as  blue 
and  scenes  as  fair  as  ever  entered  the  poet's  dream 
or  touched  the  artist's  fancy.  A  lovely  panorama 
of  pastoral  beauty  combining  patches  and  fringes  of 
the  forest  primeval  with  a  wonderful  variety  of 
natural  wood  in  varying  tints  intermingling  in  rich 
profusion  with  garden,  orchard  and  ornamental 
shade  trees  on  every  side,  transcending  anything 
like  it  to  be  found  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific. 
Emerson  says,  "Hitch  your  wagon  to  a  star."  I 
say,  "  Go  to  Nova  Scotia,"  and  when  you  do  make 
Kentville — the  gem  of  the  valley  and  the  hub  of 
"Evangeline  Land" — nestling  under  and  among  the 
sheltering  hills  about  the  old  French  and  Indian 
ford  at  the  head  of  tidewater  on  the  Cornwallis 
River,  and  the  junction  of  eight  roads  radiating  in 
every  direction,  the  objective  point.  To  tell  you  of 
a  poem  or  a  beautiful  painting  would  not  enable 
you  to  read  the  one  or  see  the  other.  My  pen  fails. 
See  the  place  for  yourself.  From  Boston  the  mag- 
nificent steamers  "Prince  George"  or  the  "Prince 
Arthur"  to  Yarmouth,  and  the  Flying  Bluenose 
trains  of  the  D.  A.  R.,  up-to-date  in  every  particu- 
lar, will  land  you  on  the  spot  in  twenty  hours. 
Climb  Prospect  Hill,  or  in  common  parlance  go  up  to 


the  "  Bed  House."  Ten  minutes'  walk  from  your 
cosy  hotel  parlor  will  take  you  to  an  eminence 
from  which  an  enchanting  vision  will  open  before 
you  and  the  most  picturesque  and  interesting  por- 
tion of  "  Evangeline  Land  "  will  lie  at  your  feet,  a 
wondrous  scene  never  to  be  forgotten ;  pretty 
glimpses  of  the  town,  with  the  Cornwallis  Biver 
winding  its  miles  of  serpentine  course  through  the 
green  dykes  with  their  wooded  shores  to  the  Basin. 
Near  the  mouth  of  the  river  is  Port  Williams,  with 
its  bridge  and  wharves,  at  which  trim  schooners 
are  loading  lumber  for  American  or  West  Indian 
ports,  possibly  with  "  Bluenose  "  potatoes  or  lus- 
cious Gravenstein  apples  for  ye  Boston  market.  A 
mile  below,  on  the  left  bank  and  at  the  mouth  of 
the  river,  is  Starr's  Point,  the  cradle  of  orcharding 
in  Nova  Scotia,  where  I  am  told  6300  barrels  of 
apples  were  grown  last  year  on  three  adjoining 
farms.  This  place  and  Grand  Pre,  three  miles  dis- 
tant, were  the  first  places  resettled  five  years  after 
the  expulsion  of  the  Acadians  by  the  Loyalists, 
when 

"There  was  silence  in  the  forest  and  along  the  Minas  shore, 
And  not  a  habitation  from  Canard  to  Beau  Sejour. 

"But  the  junior  Pilgrim  Fathers  now  seek  this  pleasant  land, 
And  the  vessels  from  Connecticut  have  anchored  by  the  Strand. 

"They  came  with  hearts  as  true  as  are  their  manners  blunt  and  cold, 
To  found  a  race  of  noblemen  of  stern  New  England  mould. 

"A  race  of  earnest  people  whom  the  coming  years  shall  teach 
The  broader  ways  of  knowledge  and  the  gentler  forms  of  speech." 

Just  across  the  river  is  the  classic  university 
town  of  Wolfville,  a  gem  in  the  land.  To  your 
extreme  right  a  ridge  shuts  from  view  the  valley 
where 

"  Wandering  through  the  ancient  forest, 
Claude,  Rene  and  Theriot, 
In  a  vale  of  matchless  beauty 
Found  the  River  Gaspereau." 

To  the  North  and  East  lies  the  Cornwallis  Val- 
ley, "  the  garden  "  proper,  where  the  apple  blos- 
soms kiss  each  other  and  "  graceful  homes  of 
prosperous  men  make  all  the  landscape  fair."  You 
see  the  spires  of  Berwick,  Waterville,  Lakeville, 
Billtown,  Canard,  Canning  and  Kingsport.  Shut- 
ting off  your  view  to  the  North,  and  the  Bay  of 
Eundy  as  well,  is  the  North  Mountain  range  with 
its  tints  of  green  and  brown  o'erlaid  with  a  gauzy 
blue,  the  "Look  Off"  its  crowning  crest.  The 
eastern  termination  of  the  range  forms  the  famous 
Cape  Blomidon,  giant  sentinel  over  the  gateway 
through  which  rushes  the  turbulent  tides  between 
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Fundy  and  the  Basin,  Cape  Split  on  the  one  side, 
Partridge  Island,  Parrsboro  on  the  other : 

"  Like  a  sabred  sentinel  grim  and  gray, 

Blomidon  stands  at  the  head  of  the  bay, 
And  the  famous  Fundy  tides  at  will 
Sweep  into  Minas  Basin  still." 

Kentville,  too,  is  the  rendezvous  of  the  sporting 
fraternity,  where  the  disciples  of  Isaac  Walton 
may,  in  the  season  for  each,  find  fish  and  game  for 
rod  and  gun,  and  experienced  guides  when  needed, 
among  whom  "  Will  Webster,"  a  remote  cousin  of 
the  great  Daniel,  who  has  fished  and  hunted  with 
Prince  George,  great-grandson  of  Prince  Edward, 
and  "Dave  Costley,"  the  champion  bear  hunter, 
who  has  hung  up  the  pelts  of  seventy-nine  victims, 
and  agonizes  for  additional  trophies.  You  will 
find,  too,  the  descendant  of  the  aboriginal  Micmac 
to  take  you  through  the  lakes  and  streams  in  his 
bark  canoe. 

There  are  innumerable  drives  over  good  roads 
equally  well  suited  to  the  wheel,  by  which  you 
may  enjoy  the  charm  of  going  one  way  and  return- 
ing another.  That  to  the  "Look  Off"  is  the  great- 
est attraction.  I  might  mention  also  Hall's  Har- 
bor, ten  miles  over  the  mountain,  famous  for  the 
landing  made  during  the  war  of  1812  by  Captain 
Hall,  an  American  privateersman,  hence  the  name, 
an  admirable  place  to  see  the  wonderful  tides  of  the 
Bay  of  Fundy,  which  rise  and  fall  from  thirty  to 
eighty  feet.  Besides  these,  mention  should  be 
made  of  the  drives  to  Baxter's  Harbor,  Scott's  Bay, 
Blomidon,  Canard,  Porter's  Point,  Starr's  Point, 
G-aspereau  Valley,  Canaan,  Greenwich,  Grand  Pre, 
Moore's  Falls  and  the  South  Mountain.  The  fares 
are  in  the  reach  of  all.  There  are  excellent  hotels 
and  many  private  boarding  houses  where  the  tourist 
and  the  stranger  are  accorded  a  courteous  welcome 
and  treated  with  genuine  hospitality  by  those  who 
feel  the  kinship  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race  and  love 
the  music  of  the  mother  tongue,  if  perchance  in 
accents  broken  then  its  notes  are  all  the  sweeter. 
There  are  no  extortionists  within  the  bounds.  You 
do  not  need  to  be  a  millionaire  to  tarry  awhile  in 
this  Elysian  land. 

Before  leaving,  no  tourist  should  fail  to  visit 
the  picturesque  Gaspereau  Lakes,  the  source  of  the 
far-famed  Gaspereau  river,  nor  to  take  a  side  trip 
over  the  Branch  Line  of  the  D.  A.  R.  to  Kingsport, 
and  steamer  Evangeline  across  the  Basin  —  in  full 
view  of  Blomidon  —  to  Parrsboro. 

G.  E.  C. 
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Issued  by  the  KENTVILLE  BOARD  OF  TRADE. 

R.  W.  Eaton,  President. 

J.  E.  Burgess,  Vice-President. 

(i.  E.  Calkin,  Secretary-Treasurer. 

M.  G.  DeWolfe,  Chairman  Tourist  Committee. 


Anyone  of  whom  may  be  addressed for  fit <rt 'her 
information. 
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